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Dr. Todhunter and Dr. Douglas Hyde, the
Gaelic scholar, with the aim, I hope not al-
together unfulfilled, of adding another link,
however small, to the long chain of Irish song
that unites decade to decade. Every move-
ment of Irish nationality has had its singers,
and it seemed to us that our own times should
not be dumb, even though the listeners were
but few, and the singers' voices drowned in
the roar of the market place. Miss Kav-
anagh's contributions were full of most deli-
cate expression and tender music. At the time
I often found myself repeating these lines
from her Lough Bray:

The amber ripples sang all day,
And singing spilled their crowns of white
Upon the beach, in thin pale spray
That streaked the sober sand with light.

Perhaps, however, her most finished con-
tribution was St. Michan's Churchyard. It
is hardly needful to tell Irish readers that
Emmet is supposed to be buried in St. Mich-
an's Churchyard. The following are, I think,
the best verses:

Inside the city's throbbing heart

One spot I know set well apart

From life's hard highway, life's loud mart.

A little, lonely, green graveyard,

The old church tower its solemn guard.

The gate with naught but sunbeams barred;